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but I would like you to visualise it. It is the
picture of a young man standing at the cross-
roads of his life. The night is dark and the storm.
in its fury has blown down the sign-post over the
ways, and the young man does not even remember
by which road he originally came. I have seen this
happen time and again. I have seen young men in
the prime of their life, bristling with ideas, charged
with the soul force of their generation, come out here
with the hope of great futures and the great things
they are going to do. I have seen these same young-
men, still in the prime of their youth, walking with
their heads bent low, their spirits crushed, their
efforts at creation frustrated, their individuality
killed, marching to a dead march like an army on
the Siberian desert, trailing like pallid phantoms
across the grey dawn. Yet is there a word of regret
in your faces ? No. You chuckle as you see the
grim procession pass and all you say is : ' We told
them so'. And having passed judgment, you lean
back in your chairs, maybe to look at the water
lapping against the shore, maybe to smoke your
cigar In the comfort of your palatial homes, maybe
only to wait for the next moment as old men
would/'
When I sank clown in my chair, I felt like a little
boy who had been warned not to ask for cake, and
who had carried out the instructions too literally by
'stretching for It across the length of the table to